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more eminent pretenders about Baldwin's-garden^
Whitecross-alley, Old-street, Whitechapel, &c., and
to get intelligence from the invisible world con-
cerning this important question; whether any of
the good spirits or bad spirits, the white devils or
black devils, or whatever spirits they were which
formerly inspired the Rochesters, the Dorsets and
Drydens of the last ages, are yet in being ? and if
they are, what has been the occasion that they
have withdrawn the spirit of poetry from the English
world ? that not only the fire is extinguished, and
the genial inspiration decayed, but that the relish of
true poesy is lost ? That as there is nothing per-
formed that will bear reading, so no readers that
can taste a performance! even the exalted merit of
the greatest men is sung in notes without music,
lines without meaning, words without energy, verse
without poetry, and poetry without spirit.

I wonder sometimes that the great men, or man
rather, who we see daily persecuted by the horrid
jingle (I think I should say jangle) of their rhyming
expectants and dependents, do not consider of
paying their debts (I mean their poetical debts) in
kind, and give the poor versifying Devils now and
then a distich, at least, in balance of their volumi-
nous labours : if they paid but after the rate of public
interest, but three per cent., it would at least in time
reduce the debt, and might in the meantime lay
the foundation of a good sinking fund.

If they do not think of this or some other way,
(for pensions will rather increase the number, and
like sweatmeats draw the flies about them), I say, if
they do not think of some such way, they may I
think justly swear the peace against the assailants,
and safely affirm that they go in danger of being
panegyricked to death by them. For in short, such
writing is little less in my opinion than a poetical
assassination, and the ministers are in danger of